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never reached, who in print was so often Athanasius
contra mundum, who opened every written assertion
with " I know," was in private life one of the gentlest,
gayest, humblest of men.

I incline to think that the violence and arrogance
which were imputed to him came of a kind of literary
oestrus, which he never attempted to control. He let
himself go, as perhaps no writer since Burke ever has
done. Vehement language was with Buskin a literary
intoxication rather than a moral fault. He has paid
a bitter penalty for failing to overcome the tendency.
To paraphrase an absurd epigram about Oliver Gold-
smith's talk and his books, it might be said of Buskin
that he talked like an angel and wrote as if he were
one of the Major Prophets.

The relations between John and his parents were
amongst the most beautiful things that dwell in my
memory. Towering as he did by his genius above his
parents, who neither understood nor sympathised with
his second career (dating from Unto this Last\ he
invariably behaved towards them with the most affec-
tionate deference. He submitted without a murmur
to the rule of the house, which, on the Sabbath day,
covered his beloved Turners with dark screens. This
man, well past middle life, in all the renown of his
principal works, who for a score of years had been one
of the chief forces in the literature of the century,
continued to show an almost childlike docility towards
his father and his mother, respecting their complaints
and remonstrances, and gracefully submitting to be cor-
rected by their worldly wisdom and larger experience.
John James Buskin, the father, was a man of rare
force of character, shrewd, practical, generous, and,
